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	1. Chapter 1

Chapter 1 "I fought the Law"

I woke up to the sound of my alarm going off on my watch I turned it off and laid back in my sleeping bag and stared at the familiar roof of my tent. The tent roof was a dark red color while the outside was dark green; I took a few minutes and looked over to my bag and equipment. The Bag was a big black patrol pack that contained some spare nine millimeter rounds, a poncho and a small portable stove and also a few MREs however those were starting to dwindle. I got out of the sleeping bag and got dressed in my dark blue jeans, and hiking boots, above the waist I wore a white undershirt and grey button up and a brown leather jacket. My Beretta that was in a black drop leg holster was standard Air Force issue and was fully loaded, my collapsible baton was a little beat up but it would hold up for a while. My body was holding up pretty well for the apocalypse and I still maintained my four pack and somewhat large muscles, my short hair was now long and scraggly and my beard was coming along nicely. I packed up my sleeping bag and tent and picked up the beat up leather case that held my Security Police shield and Air Force ID and put it in my pocket, I then picked up my .300 bolt action rifle and put on my Civil Air patrol ball cap and started my walk to wherever. 

I bet you are wondering why I still kept that badge, the simple answer was that I still believed that one day that the world was going to back to the way it was before and also part of it was pride. Ever since I was a kid I wanted to be a cop and when I was seventeen I enlisted and became one, then two years and x amount of deployments later the world went to shit and I wasn't ready to give up yet. I continued to walk along and not think of anything and then I heard the screams. I crouched and listened intently to the woods, birds chirping and then the screams again coming at eleven o clock. I got up and ran towards the sounds.

I stopped at a clearing where a small one story house stood, the screams came again and they were definitely coming from the house, I made my way up to the door and set my bag down in some bushes and looked through a window. Inside was a boy about thirteen shirtless strapped to a table and being interrogated (water boarded) by a man wearing old dirty BDUs but he himself had a clean cut appearance. "What the fuck" I whispered to myself "this shit doesn't happen here". I got down from the window and took out my pistol, leaving my rifle in the same bush as my bag I approached the door and opened it and stepped in. the house was untouched, if it wasn't for the layer of dust everywhere I would say someone was living there. I listened for any sounds, there were none except from the boy and I made my way to the room that they were in and put my ear to the door and heard a man ask "so Carl…how many of the governor's people or people in general do you have in the prison" silence "I…don't… Know" a young voice responded obviously tired and probably had been enduring this for hours.

I didn't know about the governor at the time and what he had tried to accomplish with the group before I showed up but I could already tell if this was happening I really didn't want to know the guy anyway. I readied myself at the door and kicked it in with all my might with my pistol at the ready and pointed it at the only man in the room "DON'T FUCKING MOVE" I shouted as I quickly scanned the room for any possible threats (there were none) I continued to point my gun at the man who acted as though I had brought coffee and doughnuts, his smile never left and his eyes were lit up with amusement, "ok take it easy" the man said putting up his hands. "What the fuck is going on here?" I asked him, "I think we got off on the wrong foot, my name is" "SHUT UP" I shouted and the man did. The boy on the table looked at me with pleading eyes and for a moment I remembered something that I wanted to forget. I looked around the room at all the torture equipment and let's just say that the waterboarding was the better treatment that the kid had gotten. "Who are you and what are you doing with this kid?" I stated. "Just trying to find out why the boy's group killed so many of our own innocent people" I looked at the boy who was shaking from fear and probably the cold as well. I looked back at the man "Bullshit, if that was the reason why we're interrogating him about numbers at the prison, you should know how many people he took…right?" The man realized what side I was on and had anger in his eyes now he pulled a gun and I shot him three times in the chest and he went down. He was coughing on his blood as I went up and put a round in his head and then he stopped. My ears were ringing as I went over to the kid who had been through hell and undid the straps; I picked up the kid and got him out of the room and outside. The sunlight revealed the burn marks and cuts and the obvious broken arm among other things. "God damn kid" I said the boy just looked up at me as I looked him over "what's your name man" I asked "Car…" I gave him a bottle of water and he sipped it slowly "ok, Carl, where is your family" I asked "the prison" Carl said talking slightly better than before.

There were a few jails in the area but only one Prison as far as I knew and it was only a few miles away, I got a dark red sweatshirt out of my bag and put it on the teen and said "Carl I need you to hold on very tight, do you understand" he nodded "Ok" I said as I put my bag on the front of me, Carl on my back and picked up my rifle and started the journey.

Every muscle was burning as I approached the prison; the dead were coming every which way as I slung my rifle and took out my pistol and shot them in the head as I ran. "OPEN THE GATE" I yelled as I ran, banging my pistol along the fence line. My passenger had lost his grip and gone unconscious a few minutes before so I handcuffed him and looped his arms over me so he wouldn't fall again. I made it to the front gate where a man with long black hair and beard was running towards me with both concern and anger, I collapsed onto the ground getting Carl off my back and laid there as a small group of people gathered around and took Carl and flipped me over and handcuffed my hands and blindfolded me, that's when I blacked out.

I awoke a few hours later happy that the ringing that was in my ears from earlier had subsided, but I was upset to discover that I was still handcuffed but this time to a chair but no blind fold, the room I was in was small and dark with the only light coming from a small bulb from above, the only furniture being the chair a table and another chair, just as how an interrogation room would be set up at a police station. I heard movement and a door opened with the man from the gate stepping in and coming over to where I was. He looked me over and sat down in a chair across from me and after a few minutes stated "So you were a military cop" he asked with interest.

"Who's asking" I asked, the man said nothing "my name isn't important, what is important that you answer these questions so I know that I…we can trust you…understand?" I nodded "so I have to earn your trust after I saved Carl" the man nodded his blue eyes boring into me, "Ok" I said as the man asked "so you were an Air Force cop" "That's right" I said nodding the man opened up my badge case and stared at it for a moment "AMN James Law?" "A1C James Law" I said correcting him "and yes I know about the irony of my name" the man had a brief glint of a smile and then it went right back to being serious, "well A1C Law, we and especially me are very appreciative of what you did for my son" I said nothing as the man continued "and we would like someone like you to stay with our group, it is the least we could do" I nodded along. "But before we do that I need to ask you some questions" "do you want to join our group" I nodded "good, now first question is: how many walkers have you killed?" I thought the number over again in my head and said "about fifty" I said. The man nodded his head "How many people have you killed?" "Before or after" I stated, the man looked at me with a hint of concern "both" he said.

"in war I killed four people, after all this…about six" the man said nothing obviously waiting for more, "the first two were my parents…they wanted to die together" the man nodded understandingly "the next two were someone who hurt me and a person that I cared a lot for", "the next one was the person I cared very much for…he wasn't going to make it" I paused for a moment thinking about the time were my world crashed completely around me, I answered the last one quickly "and the last person that I killed was the person that was torturing Carl" the man said nothing hanging on to every word and then walked over and undid my handcuffs "welcome to our community James, my names Rick Grimes I was a sheriff" Rick said extending his hand "pleasure to meet you Rick" I said taking his hand, "name's James Law I was a military cop"


	2. A Brother's Bond

A special thanks to MinervaRules for taking the time out of their schedule to review my story. I believed that i fixed the issue however there have been small errors with saving. anyway onto the story

Chapter 2 (a brothers bond)

I felt nothing but pain both physical and mental as the last of my family was being taken away from me, "Greg" I called softly, no answer.

(Five weeks after saving Carl)

I awoke having a panic attack at about five in the morning it lasted a good ten minutes before subsiding.(a thing that I should have mentioned earlier is that I was diagnosed with PTSD or post-traumatic stress disorder due to some of the things that I saw and did overseas, I was however able to keep this from my family and the military due to me going through a private doctor) I threw up in the toilet in my cell and got up and looked in the mirror, my black hair was cut a little shorter and my beard was trimmed and I still had that scar from when I was a kid…what did I think changed since last night. I put on shorts and a t-shirt and walked out into the walkway area by my room and started stretching. One of the many good things of being with the group was the fact that I could work out in the mornings like I used to, I got out my IPod and put on the song "the man who sold the world" by Midge Ure and started to really work out. I was on my fiftieth push up when I sensed someone was in the room, I brushed it off and continued till I hit one hundred then I stopped and jumped up and looked around, there was Carl standing near the entrance not coming over.

I waved the boy over smiling, Carl smiled and came over. I learned from various sources that Carl had at thirteen gone through more than most people had, such as his mother dying, having a baby sister to look after, and also having the man torture him five weeks ago. Yeah the kid definitely had a hard life the good news was that he was mostly healed up from the ordeal. For me he was sort of a surrogate brother and it was kind of nice. "Did you just do one hundred push ups" the boy asked, I nodded "what's going on Carl?" I asked "well I was wondering if I could work out with you, so I'm not" he said pausing "not what?" I asked "weak" the boy said putting his head down. I couldn't believe that this kid thought that he was weak everything that he went through and he thought he was weak? "Yeah I have no problem with that; you want to go for a run?" I asked. "Yeah lets go" the boy said ready to go, I handed the boy a pair of shorts "go put these on, trust me your not going to want to run in jeans" Carl took them and went to one of the cells and got dressed.

We stepped outside into the cool fall morning, there was a slight mist and the sun was just coming up as we started our run. Five miles or ten laps around the prison that's what I did every day in about forty minutes, today was not going to be one of those days however, Carl was struggling after the third lap and I slowed slightly. Somewhere around the eighth lap "How… far …have we gone?" Carl asked struggling to breathe slightly, "about a mile" I said, when I volunteered for an organization called Civil Air Patrol (air force auxiliary) I would purposely lie to the cadets about how far they had gone and usually that would encourage them to go further and they did…Carl was no different. After the tenth lap Carl collapsed on the ground I handed him a bottle of water "you might want this…but drink slowly" Carl did and I sat down next to him sipping my water, "so I told you that we were going to do two miles" Carl seemed disappointed and said "I'm sorry James I thought that I would have been able to keep up but…" I put my hand on his shoulder "Carl you did five miles" I saw a smile form across his lips and we stood up and started walking toward the entrance, I took off my shirt out of habit revealing my scars Carl looked inquisitively at them.

"Ask away friend" I said as we walked Carl looked down and then asked "so how did you get the scars?" I pointed to the first one near my heart "I was seventeen fresh from tech school and at my first duty station I get this call about a domestic, I get there and the husband answers the door with a gun pointed at my head and then we fight for it and this .45 goes through my vest and through my chest and I'm on the ground bleeding out as my partner takes the guy out and saves my life." Carl stared in awe at the calmness in my voice as I continued "this one" I said pointing to my bicep was from a knife that a friend pulled on me after a disagreement over a football game at a bar" and then I pointed to the final scar on my back "and this one was from shrapnel from a convoy in Iraq" I said this as I put my shirt back on. We walked in silence and I was worried that I said too much when he said "I got a scar from when I was shot" I looked at Carl and he looked at me "who would want to shoot you" I asked then had a realization that the kid had already been tortured why was shooting that much further.

Carl shook his head and said "it was an accident…a hunter shot a deer that I was next to and the bullet went through and got me" we continued to walk along and I stopped and so did he "don't you ever say you are weak again Carl, you have gone through more pain and torment in your thirteen years than most people go through in a lifetime and here you are still kicking, that says something about you and that is that you are strong…got it" Carl looked at me and nodded and we continued to the door where Rick was standing with Judith in his arms "Run far?" Rick asked giving Judith a bottle. "just five miles" Carl said nonchalantly as he went inside Rick seemed surprised that his son ran that much, I stood next to the former lawman "your good with him James" Rick said still feeding Judith, I looked out toward the forest and the sun peaking over the trees "well I used to have a brother his age, so I guess I have plenty of practice" Rick said nothing at the mention of a brother and didn't expect him to, if I learned anything from the group was that if you wanted to talk then people would listen but only if you were ready to talk.

We both went inside to the waking group as they grabbed food from a chow line and I grabbed some eggs and bacon and turned around seeing all the people inside a tight enclosed space I felt the beginnings of a panic attack starting as I felt the walls coming closer and closer, and then I felt a person grab my arm it was Rick "Hey you alright?" I nodded as I followed him to the table were Michonne and Carl were already sitting and eating, after a few minutes I was relaxed and in a different world and then I blew my moment of peace. "Hey Greg you mind passing the salt" I said to Carl (Greg was my Brother, same age as Carl when he died) Carl looked at me confused and Rick understood immediately what happened before he could say something I got up from the table and went outside into a drizzle.

"GOD DAMN IT" I shouted I punched a nearby dumpster once or twice or ten times saying "FUCKING GOSH DAMN IT, I WAS HAPPY" I stopped and looked down at the blood on my hand and then I saw Rick coming over, if anyone understood what I was going through it would be Rick, Rick had lost his wife and almost lost his child not to mention various other people in the group before I had got there. He said nothing he just looked over my hand. "I think you might have broken it" he said quietly, I nodded Rick was done examining my hand and let it drop back to my side "was Greg your brother?" he asked speaking quietly again, again I nodded. "if you need to talk to anyone about what is going on just know that I'm ready when you are, Rick tilted his head and I could see the compassion in his eyes that I had not seen since my dad died. "ok" I said weakly, "let's go get Hershel to look at your hand…OK" I nodded wiping a tear from my eye and followed Rick back into the crowded room, people kept on eating not paying attention to anything except their food and the person in front of them. Carl followed us but kept his distance until I motioned him forward and he caught right up soon after.

No one said anything as Hershel looked over my hand and finally declared that it wasn't broken surprisingly and would take about a week to heal, good thing it wasn't my dominate hand or shooting might have been a problem. Rick left to take care of something, Carl stayed, and Hershel bandaged my hand and after thirty minutes I was walking down the hallway with Carl who said nothing, he could sense that I wasn't ready and I'm not sure if he entirely understood why I called him Greg but right now I just needed to be alone, we said our goodbyes and I grabbed my rifle and went up to the roof and relaxed for a few hours shooting at walkers with my now silenced gun.

I awoke at around three the next morning and since I usually went to bed around midnight this had me slightly irritated, I just sighed and got out of bed and put on my jeans and a t-shirt. I walked down the dark halls of the prison listening to the sounds of people breathing and snoring, the only other sound was the sound of my boots on the concrete floors. I was thinking of nothing important when my ears picked up the sound of someone having a panic attack; I walked quicker down the hallway till I stopped at the cell that belonged to Carl.

I opened up the blanket that served as a door and saw Carl in a ball breathing very quickly with tears running down his face. I said nothing as I sat down beside him unsure of what to do, I simply put my arm around him and he started to calm down a bit. "You don't have to say anything Carl, I'm right here and I'm not leaving unless you want me to." Carl said nothing but calmed down quite a bit from when I first saw him and then he said "I'm just so scared all the time" I took a second to think before I said "I am too, Carl" the teen looked up at me surprised at what I said "you don't look scared, what are you scared of" I thought about how to word what I was going to say and then said "well scorpions are pretty creepy" Carl put his head down and then I got serious "I'm scared that I am going to end up alone again" Carl looked up and gave me his full attention "when my brother died I came so close to ending it, but I didn't I kept going for some reason. And then I heard you in that house and I thought, OK this is the day. And then I saw you and what you were going through and I knew that I had a chance to right a wrong and so instead of dying I got another chance."

Carl didn't say anything I thought he was asleep but when I looked down he was still awake and then he said "I wish I could be your brother" I remembered something that I did with my best friend when we were both young and said "hold out your hand" Carl did and I took my pocket knife and made a small cut on his finger and mine and then our fingers touched and our blood was together and I said "it is official Carl we are now blood brothers and we will always have each other's backs" Carl said nothing has a smile formed on his face and then shortly after he fell asleep, after I put him to bed and went to back to my cell I fell asleep and had the best rest I had gotten in a long time.


	3. Old faces, New places

**Hello everyone, first off to those who are confused about this update I took down the original chapter three due to me feeling like I rushed it out and that I pushed myself into a corner so instead here is the chapter that I wanted to write originally. Those of you that liked the original, don't worry it will be coming back most likely as the next chapter but slightly different. Thank you everyone who enjoys this story, it means a lot. **

Greg stared at me as the blood pooled from his mouth, he was trying to say something but I couldn't tell what it was his eyes were pleading for me to help him and I couldn't, "I love you brother, and I am so… and I am so damn proud of you" I said as best I could with tears dripping down my face. My pistol went under his chin and I fired.

"Old faces, new places"

"Alright try it again" I said pulling Carl up, the teen was frustrated that he still hadn't gotten the pistol from my hand "Come on can we just move on to something else" he said. I shook my head as I aimed my empty Beretta at him; "You got this" I said and with that Carl leapt for the gun and again I was able out maneuver him and again Carl was on the grass. "You're too quick" Carl said slapping his hands on the dirt, trying to justify his mistakes, i sat down next to him and handed him a bottle of water he took it thankful for the rest. "And that's why you have the advantage" I said to Carl, he looked at me inquisitively as I explained my thought "guys that are taller than you, or bigger, or quicker etc. will almost always underestimate you because you are just a kid" Carl seemed to be understanding what I was saying "so make it seem that I'm weak so I'll have the advantage" I nodded "and make them come to you" Carl got up and said "so are you going to sit there or are we going to do this".

I smiled and got up and drew my pistol and pointed it "alright, KID give me all your stuff" Carl shrunk down and put his hands in the air but said nothing. "Didn't you hear me KID, give me your stuff" Carl pointed to his ear and shook his head; I got closer and then received a punch under my chin that actually sent me staggering and made me drop my gun. Carl grabbed it and pointed the weapon at me with a big grin on his face "Oh my God I actually did it" Carl said excitedly, I nodded and said "yeah you actually hurt my jaw" i rubbed it as Carl came closer "sorry are you ok" I tackled Carl and pinned him on the ground laughing "don't let your guard down" I said as we both laughed I got up and helped the teen to his feet. "I think that about four straight hours of this is enough for today" I said reloading my pistol as we walked towards the prison (it had been a few days since I found Carl in his cell and since that night he seemed to be doing much better than before and so did I)

"So how are you holding up today" I asked, Carl nodded his head smiling and said "definitely better" "Good to hear, if you need to talk you know where to find me" Carl just nodded knowingly as we got to the gate Rick and Glenn were standing there and Glenn asked "hey James you mind coming on a run?" "With just the two of you", both men nodded and Carl asked "Can I tag along" Rick seemed unsure and then finally conceded. Our little group went toward where the vehicles were "last scouting said that there was a small military outpost not far from here that might have supplies" Glenn said as we walked "might" I said sounding unconvinced "yeah that's why we want you to tag along, you would know where to look for stuff right?" Glenn asked "maybe, every branch has different people who organize things differently but yeah I should be able to figure it out" I said as we got into the SUV ,Glenn handed me an M-4 and a small backpack and we started our run.

We drove down the roads and streets of neighborhoods seeing the grass overgrown with various objects strewn around showing that places which were once people's private abodes were nothing more than an easy meal ticket for others. I was sitting in the front passenger seat with Rick driving and Glenn and Carl in the back, we pulled up to a gated community that had sand bags and M240 machine guns still looking ready to shoot but I knew that they wouldn't and upon closer inspection the amount of rust that had accumulated over the months proved me right. We listened for a few moments hearing nothing but the sound of trees blowing in the wind, and the occasional sound of birds chirping but no dead and no humans…yet. "seems like a basic FOB" I said looking around "I mean smaller than that even since it's just a cul-de-sac, I wouldn't expect there to be much" I said examining the gate and noticing the locks and the sign stating **U.S. government property it is unlawful to enter without authorization of the commander **"well maybe there is something" Rick and Glenn were heading down the wall to where there was a car rammed against the fence, I headed down with Carl and reached the car that they were attempting to use to scale over the fence. Glenn was up first and able to look over and said "it seems deserted, no walkers" I looked at Rick who said "jump over we'll be right behind you" and with that we were all over the fence in a minute.

The Cul-De-Sac was laid out into only four houses with various military boxes scattered around I went up to one of them and noticed that it was packed full of MRE's "what the fuck" I said "there is literally a months' worth of food in this container alone I said holding one of the packages in up. Everyone had the same look of surprise that I did as we opened the other eight containers that were there and discovered the same thing in each one. "Well that's… slightly disconcerting" Rick said looking around at the houses and the Humvees that were parked along the road. "I suggest that we stick together and clear each one of these houses out" I said trying to keep the fear out of my voice, I looked at the small group and they agreed as we approached the first house Rick and Glenn went around back and would wait until Carl and I cleared the house as we took the front. I looked at the boy who looked just as scared as I felt, I gave him a quick smile and pat on the shoulder "it's going to fine, remember I got your back brother" Carl smiled and readied himself at the door, I did as I had done a million and one times in training and a million and one times while deployed and I opened the door and started to clear the building.

"ROOM ON THE LEFT" I said as I entered what used to be a living room that was now set up with cots, we cleared it and moved down the hall. "DOOR ON THE LEFT" I opened it and revealed what was the broom closet "CLEAR" I said as we continued this through the entire house and found nothing that showed foul play or really anything. We went to the back door "TWO FRIENDLIES COMING OUT" I said as we opened the door to Rick and Glenn "anything?" Rick asked I shook my head as we went to the next house and waited while Rick and Glenn cleared it. As they stepped out "I don't understand, there should be something here that would show what happened but it looks like people are still living here" I said feeling more panicked Glenn replied "is that possible, that they are still here but on a patrol or something" I shook my head "not even the Coast Guard would leave fully loaded weapons out to rust". We went to the second to last house and like before Carl and I went through the front door.

The house layout was just like the first one only there was radio equipment instead of cots in the one room and other serious looking equipment in another that I didn't know what it did nor did I really care at this point. There was one last door just as we approached it a man burst out knocking me down he jumped on me revealing his appearance. His teeth were yellowed, his hair was a mess and his whole appearance I could only describe as greasy, he was wearing military fatigue pants but no shirt. He said nothing as he looked me over and Carl shouted"GET OFF HIM" and pointed his gun at the man, the man spotted my dog tags and examined them and whispered "Law?" he started laughing hysterically in my face and it took everything to not throw up from the smell, he showed me his dog tags and I read them and then whispered "Hunley?"

The man was Michael Hunley a man that I had served with overseas and who I though died when we hit an IED. Hunley got off of me and Carl put his gun down "you know this guy" Carl asked I simply nodded as I got up "is this Greg?" Hunley said taking a step towards Carl who promptly stood back, "no Mike this isn't Greg, and what the hell happened here?" Hunley just started rambling as he stepped around us, "the bird is wrong" he said as he made his way to the door Carl and I looked at each other as we followed him and called to Rick and Glenn to come around.

I couldn't believe how hollow the once proud man that I had served with had become. He was a Staff Sergeant in the Army infantry, a father to four kids, he was married, and he was…was a lot of things. "The bird tells lies to those who listen" Mike said again, Rick and Glenn came around and were shocked at the man that now joined us. "Who is he" Rick whispered to me. "His name is Mike Hunley; I served with him overseas" I said looking at my old friend "what has he told you?" Glenn asked "nothing he keeps saying something about a bird and that's about the only thing we got out of him. But I think the answers could be in the last house" Mike nodded at this and I went up to the house and was greeted with the smell of decaying flesh and the sound of flies, I entered with Rick and after clearing house that looked just like the other three we found dining room with fifteen dead bodies lying around a table, there were cups that were all scattered around, the soldiers had all been shot in the head, at a podium in the front of the room there was a corpse wearing a military uniform that identified him as a colonel. Nearby his body there was a flask which I picked up and sniffed it "cyanide" I said "the bird tells lies" I said repeating what Mike had moments before, looking around the room that looked like it was set up for a celebration with alcohol everywhere.

"The Colonel killed them all" I said quietly Rick asked "who shot them in the head" "Mike, he would make sure none of them turned, he must have been on his own for a while" "well he's more than welcome to come with us" Rick said. "thanks Rick, I think I can get through to him" standing up I spit on the Colonel's body as we left the tomb and went back out into the sun, Mike was talking to Carl and Glenn as we walked up "come on Mike your coming with us" I said "someplace that's really good" Mike just started walking to the gate and unlocked it for us for the first time he was quiet. As we loaded up the car Mike said nothing and his face revealed nothing. As we were going to leave Mike pulled me aside and simply stated "you are a good person, and that is why I can't go with you" he said pulling out a pistol and pulled the trigger at his temple.

I felt his blood on my face and arms, "NO" I said falling to the ground clutching his dead body, Rick and Carl ran up to me and said "we have to go now" I looked around at the walkers that formed around us, they dragged me away from his body and put me in the back with Carl and drove off. I started to have an anxiety attack as tears strolled down my face, I felt the arm go around me and I looked and saw Carl his face full of concern "I always have your back" he said "and I have yours" I whispered.

**Hey everyone I hope you enjoyed this chapter, I am again sorry for those who liked the original chapter three but like I said at the top I felt as though I rushed it. However I will go over it again and come away with something better. As always if you liked what you read please let me know and if there is anything that could be done to better the next chapter. **


	4. All good things come to an end

**Hello everyone it's good to be writing again. Now I should have stated this day one but the cycle for new chapters will be about every four days to a week. Thank you to everyone who has decided to follow this story and as I'll reiterate when I first had the idea for this story months ago I didn't think anyone would like it and then I got one person to follow it and I couldn't believe it, so I just wanted to say thank you all. Anyway onto the story. **

I stared down at the body that once belonged to my brother and put the pistol into my mouth and pulled the trigger…nothing happened. I was shaking as the tears streamed down my face; I racked the slide back ejecting the round and tried to pull the trigger again and again it was a dud. "I can't even fucking kill myself" I said throwing my pistol on the floor; i looked around the room the only other things in it were the other two dead bodies that belonged to our attackers. I put my head onto the floor and just cried

"**all good things come to an end"**

**Two days after the run**

The sun was starting its descent as the group and I sat outside near a campfire, it was something that Glenn had suggested after the run and it was actually taking my mind off things. We were eating the MREs that we had gotten during the run and I was informing everyone who got the best and who got the worst. "How's this one" Carl said holding up the package that said "Chili mac" "You've got to be kidding me Carl" I said sarcastically. "What is it bad?" he said sounding slightly worried not knowing if I was joking or not, "What you have there Carl could have been used as currency…actually probably is worth more now" I said thinking it over. Carl not believing me popped open the bag and dumped out the contents and his face showed it all "Okay I got Chili mac…obviously, and holy cow Skittles" he said looking over at me "and that's why" I said pointing at the candy in his hand. I opened up mine which was Beef stew with my "desert" being… raisins everyone else opened up their packets and then moments later the bartering began.

My I POD played music in the background as we sat the fire around telling jokes and eating the food, then a feeling came over me that we were being watched. I sipped my beer and tried to shake the feeling throughout the night but I couldn't and as the night continued so did the feeling. "Well I think that's enough for tonight" Rick said standing up and checking his watch, I checked mine as well and upon seeing the time was after ten I agreed. As we were walking into the prison I glanced around the woods hoping for an indication of people, but no there were no signs of anything. Carl came up next to me and asked "are we going running tomorrow?" I looked at the boy and replied "of course" and with that he smiled and ran ahead to his father and I headed to my cell.

As I sat in the darkness the feeling of being watched had subsided but another feeling was taking over…fear. "There's no one out there" I said trying to reassure myself "well the governor's out there" I said and then I flashed back to the day I met Carl, with that another feeling entered…hatred. "I hope he is out there watching because if I see him during my perimeter check, I'll kill him." I said putting my head on my pillow and finally going to sleep.

I awoke around five and got ready for the morning routine, every day Carl came around 5:30 in the morning to do PT with me which consisted of push-ups, sit-ups and other exercises, today was a run day. Carl showed up like he always did and we went out into the cool fall morning and began our run. We were done about fifty minutes later, compare that to the first day and Carl was definitely showing some improvement. As we walked up to the prison the feeling of being watched returned and instinctively I looked around. Carl asked "what's wrong" I looked at him and put on a fake smile and replied "nothing's wrong why do you say that?" Carl gave me a disbelieving look and replied "because I'm not a stupid little kid and I want to know what's wrong" "well you're definitely not a little kid" I said looking back out at the woods. It took Carl a minute to realize what I said and replied with a playful punch in the ribs. "I'm serious James, what's up?" "It could be nothing, but I just have a feeling that there is someone watching us"

Carl had a brief look of concern to which I said "I don't think it is anything, I'm going to do a perimeter check in an hour and that should tell us what we need to know" Carl seemed relived as we walked up to the door and he asked "Can I come with you?" I shook my head "not this time man" Carl just put his head down and went in and I followed. Rick was standing inside with Daryl and I shared my concerns with the two men. Rick after a few moments said "you want back up" I shook my head "I won't be more than an hour, I will have my radio though" Rick seemed unsure but relented when I said I had my radio "OK, tell us what you find when you find it, we'll be listening" and with that I went to get ready. Rick called out one last time "Hershel and MIchonne are going to be out there as well so watch out" I gave a quick thumbs up and continued to my cell.

I walked outside about twenty minutes later freshly showered wearing jeans, hiking boots, a dark green flannel shirt and a leather jacket. My gear consisted of my backpack with a three day supply of food and water and various cold weather gear, I also had with me my tent and a flashlight, I carried my pistol and baton and also a pocket knife. It might seem excessive but I made sure that if I stepped foot outside the fence I was going to step back inside, the only thing I didn't bring was my rifle and I honestly don't know why I didn't. I went down to the gate I knew no one would be manning it at this hour so I let myself out and secured it behind me then I started my check.

As I walked along I looked for anything out of place, I radioed Rick "should have done this before I left but, comm check" Rick replied "yeah you should have done it before, but loud and clear" I smiled as I continued my patrol until I came across some candy wrappers and some cigarette butts. I knelt down to get a closer look and pulled up my mike to radio it in when the cord from my radio was wrapped around my neck and I was taken into the woods. I struggled to breathe as I reached for my pistol which was quickly taken from me and then I felt someone's hands clamp around my throat and I heard someone whisper "You killed my brother you bastard" the darkness was closing in. the voice continued "you just had to intervene and save that stupid kid" I simply nodded and said weakly "and I'd do it again" the hands got tighter around my neck as I was spun around and saw my attacker. It was some guy I had never met but he did look similar to the man I had killed weeks ago, I tried to hit his hands away but my punches had no effect and took all my effort to even try. My life was flashing before me as my brain tried to remember everything it had learned in order to get out of the situation, and then I remembered just as my vision was almost gone, I reached into my pocket and grabbed my knife and plunged it into the guy's throat and head, immediately the pressure released off my throat and I fell to the ground gasping for air and then I blacked out.

I didn't know how much time had passed but I felt like crap when I woke up , after a few minutes of getting my bearings I went straight to looking the guy over, he was wearing woodland camouflage and also wearing a black tactical bullet proof vest along with a silenced AR-15 assault rifle . The radio that he had had someone talking about being in position to attack and… then the explosion came. I looked up and quickly put the guy's vest on and grabbed his rifle and started running.

**Third person**

Rick stared at the governor and said nothing, he saw his friends Michonne and Hershel tied up in front of him, he looked behind him at the destroyed tower and then back at the governor. "Where's James?" Rick asked "Oh he is probably dead right now" the Governor said with a big smile on his face, Rick didn't know what to think or what he was going to say to Carl but right now he had a decision to make, either leave the prison or fight for it or maybe he could talk the Governor down. So he started talking

**James's POV**

The adrenaline was coursing through my body as I saw the scene unfolding in front of me, Michonne and Hershel were captured by who I assumed was the Governor and there was Rick attempting to talk it out. I watched as the Governor put the katana to Hershel's neck and a few moments later I watched one of the kindest people die right in front of me, then the bloodbath began. I ran forward with my weapon and started shooting, I killed two of the Governors people before I was shot and I went down "Shit, shit , shit" I said breathing through the pain I looked down and saw that the bullet had just gotten my vest…but holy hell it hurt as I crawled to the bushes and concealed myself. I watched the scene unfolding and I could do nothing, I was still weak from the fight earlier and I eventually I passed out.

I awoke some time later and as I looked around I realized how quiet it was, my strength was back but as I breathed I went down "yep…I cracked some ribs" I said to no one, I walked past the destroyed fence and the dead bodies searching for someone I knew, but the only thing I found was blood and various body parts. My boots echoed around the empty prison interrupted only by the sounds of walkers, I slumped down on the ground not knowing what to do for the first time in a long while, and I just sobbed.

**The next day**

I gathered up my supplies making sure I had everything, there was nothing left at the prison but pain and I wasn't staying around for that. I took the AR-15 rather than my old rifle and I walked down the path to the gate, I crossed the running path and held my breath knowing that I would probably never see Carl again, they might be alive but in all probability they weren't. On the outside I looked and acted just how I always did, strong but inside I was screaming, I just shook my head and walked down the road and headed into the woods.

**Two days later**

I had been walking for a while when I came across some railroad tracks and decided why the hell not and then I continued on my way. I saw the sign a way back but thought nothing of it, I really couldn't make it out where I was, but as I got closer I couldn't believe the words, I ran to the sign and rubbed my eyes to make sure I wasn't seeing things. The sign read **SANCTUARY FOR ALL COMMUNITY FOR ALL THOSE WHO ARRIVE SURVIVE** I felt a smile come across my face however that wasn't the thing that had caused the smile to form, my eye went to the words that were written over the map they were **James go to Terminus. Carl.**

**Hello everyone I hoped you liked the story and if you did let me know. Will James find Carl and the group at Terminus or will something else get in the way. Find out in the next chapter "Road to Perdition" **


	5. Road to Perdition

**Hello everyone, first a humble thank you from me to those who like this story, it means more than you will ever know. I just wanted to answer a question that was brought up in the comments did this story always take place in season 4, my answer yes and no. This story has its own seasons and there for stuff can happen completely different than it did on the show, sooner or later for example I was going to have James end up in Alexandria with other members of the group way before they were supposed to. Regardless I hope everyone enjoys this chapter, it was a huge pain in the ass looking up clips from the show on YouTube since the country I am currently in does not allow the Walking dead either on TV or online, also I apologize in advance for stuff missing that was in the show such as conversations that happened a big chunk of this is from memory…Enjoy! **

I frantically splashed the gasoline around the cabin, covering it as much as I could with the single gallon. I covered the bodies and whatever else with the foul smelling liquid. As I stood outside the door the smell was overpowering I took one last look around the room that had taken so much from me, I flicked open my lighter and threw it into the room that was my brother's tomb and walked away.

Chapter 5 "Road to Perdition"

Nothing could be heard except the crunch of my boots along the gravel as I made my way along the railroad tracks. It had been a few days since the attack on the prison and only a few hours since I had discovered the message left for me. I winced slightly as I took a deep breath and looked around the area feeling the heat coming from the sun and made my way to some trees for some shade and also to take a quick look at the map to see how far I was to Terminus. I smiled through the pain and the heat as I sat on the ground thinking that I still couldn't believe that they were alive and not only that but I was going to see them again. After confirming that I had about a day's walk ahead of me I put my map back in my bag and I continued my journey. My feet were sore as I continued my walk not thinking of anything in particular other than I might have been slightly off when I thought it was fall. Feeling the heat now I would put the date around August or early September, I mean what do you want from me there's no calendars letting me know the date during the apocalypse.

After a short time had passed I began to feel the sun going down and before I knew what had happened the moon was out and it was nearly pitch black, I stumbled along the path for a few moments before stopping and opening up my bag. I cursed myself for not paying attention to the hour and took out my flashlight and flicked it on, the small beam illuminated the tracks as I continued searching for a spot to make camp when I heard the noises.

I stopped and turned off my light and listened to the dark woods, the sound of peepers could be heard along with the sound from an owl, but through it all there were definitely voices coming from my left and I made my way into the trees to get a better look. Using the moon as my only illumination I approached the voices and stepped carefully to avoid any hazards and then I stopped and laid on the ground when I reached what was a road; I felt my blood run cold as I looked upon the scene. Before me was Rick, Carl, and Daryl and Michonne being held at gunpoint by five men, Daryl was being beat to death by two men, while Carl was being held by one. I couldn't hear every word being said but as I set up my rifle and looked through the scope...I didn't need to. I watched the scene unfold through my scope and I could hear Carl yelling for someone to help him as the man forced him on the ground and flipped him onto his stomach.

I wiped the sweat off my forehead as I readied myself to take the shot and when I was startled by the sound of a pistol going off as I saw Rick get up and punch who I assume was the leader. I turned my rifle onto him as Rick went down from a blow to the head; I was breathing heavily as I lined up the laser dot onto the man's head. The man repeatedly kicked Rick in the stomach as Rick kept trying to get back up; I took one more breath…held it…and fired.

My silenced shot found its mark and the man went down onto the ground, Rick look confused as I readied my other shot and took out the two men around Daryl they seemed as confused as everyone else as my bullets ended their miserable existence, Michonne took the opportunity to take the pistol of the man in front of her and quickly shot him. With that there was only one person left, I stepped from the trees and made my way to the bloodbath that had just unfolded. Michonne aimed her gun at the man who was using Carl as a human shield. As I stood beside Michonne I saw the knife being held to Carl's throat and the blood from a cut on Carl's chin, I also saw the fear in Carl's eyes. "I'LL KILL HIM" the man screamed as he put the knife closer to Carl's throat. I felt an anger that I had only felt once before in my life as I stared the man down not saying anything, the man looked behind me as Rick came up and simply stated "He's mine".

With that the man threw Carl and the knife down and attempted to plead with the father to which Rick replied with a knife through the man's abdomen. Carl crawled along and then quickly got up and ran and threw his arms around me sobbing, as I embraced him I pulled him away from what was occurring whispering that it was all over.

**Two hours later**

Rick, Daryl and I sat outside of a truck while Michonne and Carl slept inside. The three of us had already said what needed to be said but no one really felt like talking anymore and to be fair neither did I. The hope that I had felt hours ago had faded and even though I was happy that I was back with the group, or at least a portion of it I couldn't believe the circumstances around our meeting up again. I leaned my head against the truck and simply stated "if you both want to go to sleep I'll keep watch" the men said nothing and I didn't either. None of us wanted to sleep and I could tell that Daryl felt guilty about the whole thing since he rode with the gang for a little bit. Rick however did get up and went and sat in the truck as I put a stick into the small fire that we had going and looked over to the small amount of supplies that we had taken from the bodies and whatever was in the truck. There was a small amount of anything useful but the thing that had caught my eye was the guitar and I insisted that it be spared the fire for a few hours, I got up from my seat and grabbed it and then immediately sat back down.

"You going to serenade me" Daryl saying something for the first time since the attack. I played with the strings and replied "I know how much you would like that redneck, but no" I continued to play with strings "there was a song on my IPod that I enjoyed quite a bit, unfortunately the thing is dead" I said as I continued along with the strings "it's an oldie but a goodie" i said as I continued to play with the cords. Eventually Daryl asked "well what was it" I replied "I won't back down, by Johnny Cash" Daryl nodded saying something like Linkin Park was better before I could respond I heard the truck door open, I looked to see Carl crawling out and coming over to the fire and sitting down.

"Can you actually play that thing" he asked pointing to the guitar, I nodded as I strummed the cords. "Can we hear something" Carl asked quietly I looked over to Daryl who shrugged, "alright, this is one of my favorites" I said as I started strumming the melody to "I Won't back down" and eventually I started to sing quietly as the two listened in silence as I went through the song, and before I knew it I had Rick and Michonne watching and listening from the truck. "And I won't back down…no I won't back down" I continued the rest of the cords and then stopped and listened to the silence around us, I felt Carl rest head on my shoulder as we stared at the dying fire "I'm glad you came back" he whispered, I simply nodded and said "me too" as Carl went to sleep I saw Daryl give me a thumbs up and lay down on the ground next to his cross bow, a few minutes later Rick came and sat next to me and Carl and said "that's the first time I think he's slept in days" I looked down at Carl who was completely passed out, Rick looked at me and said "I'm thankful that you found your way to our group, and for everything that you've done for Carl, taking him under your wing like you did" I said nothing as I felt my eyes getting heavier.

"you are a part of my family now and no matter what happens in the next few days or months or years for that matter I just wanted you to know that you are officially a Grimes" I nodded my head and responded "thank you, and don't worry about Terminus I have a feeling that we could be really lucky with this one" and with that I closed my eyes. I awoke hours later to the sun just coming up through the trees and feeling like I slept on a pile of rocks, I looked around at where I was lying "a literal pile of rocks, really" I got up and stretched and looked at the other members who were already packed and pretty much ready "what no breakfast" I said jokingly Carl tossed me a pop tart and Rick said "We think we'll be there in a few hours, we just wanted to get a move on early" I nodded as I gathered up my stuff and bit into the pop tart and started walking with the rest of the group.

A few hours later we could see the fence to what had to be Terminus "I say we go through the back and find out if they are who they say" Rick said our small group nodded our heads and put a few select items into a bag and buried it. Rick and I scanned the fence and found a decent area that we could hop over and then went back to the group and stated our findings. Carl seemed distant as we were going over the plan, I touched his shoulder and he reeled back like I hit him, "you OK" I asked. Carl shook his head and headed into the woods, I followed him till we were far enough away from the group when Carl said "I can't do this"

"What do you mean" I asked the boy looked at me with a look of shame in his eyes "I can't live like this, with my dad" Carl said softly. I replied "Carl what happened…it's not your fault, your dad doesn't" he shook his head and said "He told me the other day that he was proud of me…that I was a good man" I said nothing as he continued "but I'm not, I'm not what he thinks I am," I stood looking at Carl as he was on the verge of breaking down "I'm another monster too" Carl was shaking as he finished the statement not knowing what else to do I simply hugged him and whispered "You're not a monster" I said looking at him "your dad and I are more proud of you…of the man you've become than you will ever know" Carl said nothing as he blinked a few tears from his eyes and then a few minutes later we were heading back to the group, Rick asked "everything OK" I said that it was and then we headed over the fence.

We entered the former train yard and made our way along the buildings and entered one that seemed promising, inside we could hear a woman talk into the radio saying "Sanctuary for all, Community for all, those who arrive survive" we entered a large room with a few people going over plans. They stopped as we walked in through the door; a man put down something that he was working on and said "well I bet Albert is on perimeter watch" the man stepped forward and asked "You here to rob us?" Rick stated "No we just wanted to see you before you saw us" "Makes sense, usually we do the whole meet and greet thing at the tracks but, Welcome to Terminus I'm Gareth" we said nothing "It looks like you've been on the road for a good bit" "We have" Rick replied, "I'm Rick, that's Carl, Daryl, Michonne and James"

Gareth simply waved and continued on by saying how much nicer the welcome wagon was and then stated that he needed to see our weapons, Rick gave us the go ahead and we laid down our weapons and were patted down, I was too busy looking around trying to get a bead on everyone to pay attention to the conversation. The people seemed friendly enough, that wasn't necessarily a good thing though. Eventually we were lead outside and then to an area were food was cooking.

Rick glanced around at the various people as I did; I walked up to Carl who had his hands in his pockets. "Hands out at the ready" I whispered to him "Never let your guard down" Carl did as he was told and kept his hands near his pistol. I looked around and noticed someone wearing the same riot gear that we had in the prison and then Rick went forward and grabbed a guy with his gun drawn and started asking where he got the watch from. The rest of us pulled out our guns too as the people surrounded us, I stared up at the roof tops as I saw snipers get into position and Rick continued to try and get answers.

"Where did you get the armor" he yelled "we got it from a cop, the watch was an heirloom, what more do you want?" Gareth said "Rick we got to go" I said backing slowly and before I knew what was happening guns were firing at us from all different directions and we ran trying to navigate our way out of this hell. I saw that the people were shooting at the ground around us as we ran, "These people aren't storm troopers Rick, there leading us somewhere" I yelled as we ran, Rick didn't reply as we made it out into an open area and started running as fast as we could, then we were surrounded.

A voice came over a megaphone and said "Now put down your weapons" seeing no other option we did. "Now go to the boxcar one at a time" the boxcar was right in front of us and slowly one at a time we were all inside the sealed box cart. "Rick?" I heard a familiar voice ask, it was Glenn along with some other people I didn't recognize, Rick said nothing as Glenn pointed to other people "their friends, they saved us" Daryl replied "now their friends of ours" Rick stepped to the front of the boxcar saying "they're going to feel pretty stupid, when they find out" Rick was now at the front of the car when a person I didn't know asked "find out what?" Rick paused and finally said "there're screwing with the wrong people"

**Find out what happens next in the chapter "This is war"  
><strong>

**Holy cow that was my longest chapter, I really hope people liked it please let me know if you did like it or what can be improved. **


End file.
